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CHRISTMAS PREPARATIONS. 


“Owing to Mamma being laid up with a rather nasty attack of the ‘flue, the duty of preparing the mincemeat and Christmas pudding should, of course, 
have devolved upon me. Poor Papa, however, wouldn't hear a, it, and, arrayed in Mamma's temporarily-abandoned garments, tackled the task without more 
ado. The younger members of our family were afterwards called in to assist in the operations, and in the lower regions of Court Mildew chaos still reigns 
supreme. How the mincemeat will eventually turn out, I tremble to think; and as for the pudding—well, not for me, thank you /"'"—Toorsie. 


OXYGEN VERSUS ALCOHOL. 
“A ROGUE AND A VACABOND.” 


—— fas 


CHAPTER I. 


“THE Stage,” says Mr. Joe Powis's biographer, writing 
eighty odd years ago, ‘is fascinating to youth, but its 
pursuit generally leads to a dixsolute life. How seldom do 
we find that those who excel in the mimic art are eminent 
in the tog gd of morality in private life. The stage, like 
the pulpit, in disseminating morality is too often disgraced 
by the private vices of its professors.” 

Joe's father, a smith, had a shop in Chancery Lane, and 
here Joe worked, but “such was his attachment to literature 
that when he was sent on an errand he constantly loitered 
away his time reading at the stall of some bookseller, and 
having read a number of plays he imbibed such romantic 
notions as disqualified him for business.” He called on 
Mr. Rich, the manager of Covent Garden Theatre, and 
recited to him some portions of Ju/ius Cesar, but Mr. Rich 
advised him to attend to his trade, which was not, in that 
gentlemen’s opinion, acting. 

Poor Joe, broken-hearted, wandered purposelessly about 
the country for some short time, until hearing that Barthol- 
omew Fair was about to open, he engaged with Miller the 
showman to act in a farce. “His next adventure,” we read, 


QQ) “I can assure yon, my dear Pimpletip.” (2) Pimpletip smiled a thouzht- (3) And all the way he was trying to say “inhal- A . i 
aid Mr. Cornelius Crump, who studies scientific ful smile, and remarked that it ations,” “intoxicated ” and “oxygen” ina manner “was the going to Dorking with one Dutton, a strolling 
works, “it is a fact that by deep and rapid inhal- was worth knowing; and after — to be understood by Mrs, P.; but he had over- player, by whom he was taught to expect great things; but 
ations of pure ‘air, one can becume intoxicated on transacting certain business, hur- dosed himself with pure air, for when he entered Dutton, having previously affronted the inhabitants, met 
oxygen alone, ried home—only it was in a cab. her presence he was speechless, with no encouragement, on which they proceeded to 
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Horsham, where they were equally unsuccessful.” 

At the latter place Joe slept in a havloft in an inn yard, and 
being in a starving state crept through the kitchen window at 
night, while the family were in bed, to steal food. He also stole n 

ir of new shoes belonging to the landlord, some sizes too larze 
for him; but the landlord, discovering the thief, only swore at the 
si young wretch, took the new shoes away from him,and giving 

im a comparatively old pair in their stead, and a bellyful of 
victuals, a drink and a bit of silver, he having taken a fancy to the 
lad, let him go. 

On their way from this town to another the strollers put up at 
an inn, but the Iandlord compelled the ragged, and by ne means 
clean-looking company, with the exception of Dutton, the manager, 
to sleep in the hayloft. At night Joe crept into the kitchen, 
devoured half x beef-steak pie, and stole a pair of boots ane 
stockings. He continued to steal provisions several nights, till 
the landlord and Dutton began to watch with loaded guns, and 
paris of their intentiun did not that night pay the kitchen a 
visit. 

Next day, however, he visited a beer-house in the stolen boots, 
and by some ill-chance the landlord of the inn happening to be 
there he took to his heels and got back below the hay, But the 
landlord, Dutton, and others following, seized and touk him into 
the kitchen for examination, when he readily confessed that he 
stule the victuals, on which he was given into the charge of two 
sokels to guard him till he could be taken before a magistrate, 
His guards falling asleep, however, Joe effected his escape, and 

tting out of the inn-yard, ran off as fast as he could, But 
33 missed his way, and getting on to_a common crept into a 
cow-houre he was £o lucky as to find, and lay down to rest. Nest 
day the owner of the place found him, but let him go without anv 
bother, and wandering onwards Joe found himself at ni hefall 
ngain at Dorking. Here a woman “who had washed the player's 
linen” recognised him, and said that two men were in search of 
him, and she suggested that he should avoid the high road, He 
did so, but instead took the road to ruin, disgrace and death, 


(Toe be concluded next week. ) 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 


ANNOTATED BY ALEXANDRY, THE BLOODLESS Boy. 


CHAPTER II.—( Continued, ) 

It may be remembered that we left the two dauntless boys 
grovelling amidst the dry bones, decayed clothing and hideous 
creeping things covering the floor of the awful receptacle in 
which the wretched skeleton, whilst yet its mouldering anatomy 
was clothed with flesh, had committed suicide. They are still on 
the job. How can we describe the fearful scene without mek ing 
use of terms too Jonthsome and blood-curdling to be read with 
pleasure in the family circle by the Elegant aud Refined? We 
can't—we simply can't. 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—— 
dents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelope al enough tocontain the 
contributions submitied. Do not inclose loose stampa, 


aoe Cc 


Quite enough we think, ADMIRER. Very glad to do so, BESS. 
to have your good opinion ; Things like that we always 

bless. Splendidly, we thank you, CHADWICK. Thanks,and same 
to you, PLN. ALLY sill be glad te, SMOKER, Jf you write and 
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A FUNNY ONE. 


Old Korfemup, OW! have you seen that joke in “SLOPER'S 
CuRristTMAS HoLipAys”? It's killing! 1t’s about a—ha-ha-ha! 
—and a—he-he-he-who-ho-ho-ho-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-hali!! Oh !— 
here’s tuppence, go and buy it for yourself! 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


——— 
Mr. Muggephiz. Then you can give me no encouragement what- 
ever, Miss Sneerwell? 
She. Oh! 1 won't say quite that. T’ve an elder sister you might 
try your luck with. She's very short-sighted, poor thing, 80 you 
would, perhaps, stand a chance. 


s 

Londoner, Aud which do you consider is the best ground on 
your farm? 

Cinntryman, Oh! those fields running alongside the railway 
line certainly pay me best. 

Londoner. Really! Why they looked very inferior to me— 
growing nothing but rushes and thistles. 

Countryman, Ah! but think of the advertisements, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


*,* Toeclebrate Queen Victoria's Reign, the longcat in English 
History, Miss Tootsie Sloper is now designing the 
KINGS AND QUEENS OF ENGLAND COSTUMES, 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 660.—The “ Richard II." Costume. 


THE MONEY-MARKET. 


(1) “Silver's scarce,’ quoth (2) “But coppers are plenti- 
Slippe Sam, as he went ful,” said he,as he was marvhed 
through old Noodle’s pockets. off to gaol. 


’ POOR REFEREE! 


It's impossible to:please everybody. Among the immediate 
requirements of the crowd are the requests that he will “Put 
himself up to raffle,” “ Fry his face,” “ Boil himself,” etc., etc. 


TOOK HIM FOR THE ORIGINAL, 


The Old Man (being introduced), Vm from Santander. 
Soakins (of the Stuck Exchange). Delighted to meet you! J're 


often heard of you! 
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1Saturday, December 19, 1506, 
WINTER’S WANT AND WOE. 


An! Winter is all very well 
For those whu have good goods ) 
and chattels ; Seay 
For those who in comfort can of ‘ 


dwell, 
When rude, raging Boreas rattles, ~ 
But — ‘neath the ban of stern = 
e 
Are crushed when the snow. ~ 
storms, so fell, come ; 
To these, whose one freight 
1s adversity'’s weight, 
Old Wiuter is not very welcome ! 


Here, then, is the annual chance 
For you, who choice viands are : 
Fo “Make” hesey Becet slight! ‘on 
‘o ~=make 8 ly 
dance, 


To soothe the unclad and the starving. 
J - on hail out bond tal 
n gusts o'er r fol -mell, 
Help Pity cad Bo. » pell-mell, come, 
Soothe their want and their woe, 
And make white-haired Winter more welcome! 


MORE ABOUT PANTO PEOPLE. 


———— 


In“ ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS,” under tio 
pending, “All ire biconly # ow py a eget Morton writes of 
some of our most popular Variety jstes, ere are g re 
who have no right ote left out in the cold : ekteo-miire 

The creator of “Comrades” and “Trinity Church” 
Me. is a big favourite in ccm all over England 
TOM He has climbed the ladder of fame and, like most 
other actors, he commenced at the bottom run. 
When he first came to London, not having any 
; position worth speaking about, he hired a very 
cheap brougham to take him to his three nightly turns. Oj. 
Bank Holiday night, the vehicle turned up late and sporting one 
bright yellow wheel. The body of the brougham and the other 
wheels were black. The coachman’s explanation was that the 
original wheel had broken down and, no wheelwrights being open 
on Bank Holiday, a kindly milkman, neighbour and gooi 
Samaritan, had been cond aoe tolend him a wheel off his milk. 
waggon. it without saying that Costello's brougham was the 
object of muc Chelan 

Lnother evening and another coachman make another story, 
Costello had appeared at three halls and was on his way toa fourth, 
Being tired, he had dropped off to sleep in his brougham, after 
noticing that er were travelling through a square near the 
Kuston Road. When he awoke he was still in the same square, 
The coachman, full of Unsweetened, had been driving round aml 
round the square for three-quarters of an hour. Costello arrive: 
at his last turn in time to see the folks coming out. 

Before those days of comparative affluence, Costello had som: 
bitter experiences. Hie remembers singing at a place in Wi!s:!!. 
known as the Earl Grey Music Hall, but commonly referred to :i< 
“The Madhouse.” The latter sobriquet was earned in consequen: 
of so many fights taking place there. The singer did a lot of hari 
work and received very little wage. One evening a fight occur! 
while Costello wassinging. Bottles and other missiles were freely 
thrown. The comedian’s first thought was to leave the stage, but 
the proprietor shouted from over the bar that he was to keep on 
singing or go without his salary. The pianist received similar 
instructions. Finally, the fight quieted down, music for ome 
really soothing the savage breast. 

In hia time, Costello has sung at most of the little penny music- 
halls in the “black country.” In one place, at Dudley Port, ne:r 
Birmingham, it was the custom to advertise the company on a biz 
looking-glass, the names of the artistes being written in soup. 
There were three people engaged, Costello’s name being at the top 
of the glass. It was then, he says, that he first felt like a “star "— 
his name holding premier position on the “top of the bill,” ss 
professional peor! le say. 

Often did those three poor singers have to stand about, waitin: 
without a soul in the place. And, perhaps, one solitary navvy, ov 
coal-heaver, or collier, would drop iu, and Costellu would receive 
the command from the proprietor, “Get up and sing. Here's 
customer coming for a pint of beer!” Fancy having to sing to 
one solitary individual—trying to make one casual customer laugh‘ 
It can be better imagined than described. 

The best “Robinson Crusoe” that ever appeared on 
the boards is Miss Fanny Leslic. People who saw her 
in the character at Drury Lane will nut be inclined tu 

FANNY contradict the statement. 

LESLIE. Miss Leslie has succeeded by dint of her own 
exertions, It is not so Yory peatiy years ago that she 

was playing a very small part in a let at the Metropolitan 

Music .in the Edgware Road. Nowadays, she is sccund tw 

nobody in her own line of business. ; 

Playgoers have noticed that for some years past, every serin- 
comic included in her dance  gyratory kind of head-over- 
heels movement like the little boys do who folluw the vehicles 
going down to the Derby. This is technically known as * 
“ Catherine-wheel,” and Miss Leslie was the first artiste to turn 
one on the stage. But her artistic sense located that Catherine. 
wheel correctly, for she was essaying the character of a London 
street boy when she did it—namely, “Jack-in-the-Box” i 
Clement Scott and George R. Sims’ drama of that name. 

Islington claims Harry Randall for its very ow". 

Mr. but the rest of the country is jealous of the 
HARRY monopol. f Asa — of fact, shousk je is ; 
cosmopolitan and at home anywhere, he keeps ‘ 

RANDALL. warm corner in his heart for the northern suburb. 
and the Grand Theatre knows him on most Boxins 
Days. He was born in High Holborn and was apprenticed to 4 
seal-engraver and heraldic artist. But his natural bent assert! 
itself and he took to the boards. One of his earliest succe=s¢= “'~ 
“Who killed Cock Warren?” a political skit that electritied 
London and had a big effect upon the Government of tht 


Vv. 

Randall's forte is in the delineation of Cockney character. male 
and female. He is not an actor anxious to make-up pretty aud te 
look nice, but, on the other hand he is neither grotesque ner 
extravagsnd in his costume. He is the real article all through th: 
chapter, : 

€ was once representing a crazy creature proud of his own 

beauty. Asa matter of fact, the individual in question was sim ty 
and emphatically ugly. But he saw a man sketching him, * \' 
you,” he asked, “ taking my picture toadd to the gallery of ‘Type> 
of English sia ” 

“No,” replied the artist, “1 am getting out sume new patterns 
for door-knuckers !” 


ei. PER BOX (50 PILLS’. 


SLOPER’S PILLS 
Cure Liver Complaint, Headache and all Stomach Troubte:. 


tPF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND Sho. tm STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E.C- 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


Saturday, December 19, 1896.) 
TOOTSIE IN FANCY DRESS. 


— 


“TuWERE are many dreary things in the world,” wrote Albert 
Smith, © besides death, debtors’ prisons, and theatres by daylight, 
hut the saddest concern of all—the ghost of fun decked in the 
worn-out trappings of happine<s—a gilt skeleton adorned with 


Tootsie sups with Mephisto, 


wreaths of artificial flowers—a hearse hung round with illumina- 
tion lamps—is a masquerade in England.” 

And he goes on divertingly to describe what an English 
masquerade was like forty fea ago. He a he says, sie 
himself a3 “a gent of the nineteenth century,” in » drab Tag! joni 
great coat, very much like what is now-a-days worn if fast young 
men. At Vanxhall Bridge he saw the first real evidence of the 
evening’s entertainment—to take place at Vauxhall Gardens, in a 
brigand in a magnificent dress of green baize, trimmed with pewter 
watches, calmly waiting at the toll-house for five pennyworth of 
coppers in change, but whose noble bearing did not awe the toll- 
keeper in any way, and he returned a sullen grunt only when 
requested to bring out his scales because the brigand said he 
thought one of the half-pence was under weight. 

The Vauxhall masquerade seems to have been a very dismal 
ceremony, and when it happened on a rainy night must have been 
xomethingawful. “There was,” Albert Smith says, “a gentleman in 
an apres with a long broom and a red nose, who created much 
mirth by sweeping dust over everybody that came near him, 
cometally annoying a knight in scale armour, who maintained a 
most lachrymose gravity of countenance all the evening, fainting 
under the weight of his harness.” A group of ar ladies in 
pinafores and pink sashes with hoops and sk pping-ropes, he 
continues, “ gave an air of innocence and child-like revelry to the 
reunion, We gazed at them with unfeigned interest, and moralizing 


Billy on the mash, 


even in the midst of masquerade, inwardly hoped that their hearts 
might ever be as pure and guileless as they then seemed—a wish 
which towards the end of the evening we certainly did not think 
appeared likely to be realized, when their merriment became rather 
Anacreontic than infantile.” 

But thanks to Sir Augustus Harris, who did everything well he 
tried to do, quite a new style of masquerade been inaugurated 
at Covent Garden Theatre, and ought to flourish there ever so lon 
to come. The other evening, for instance, we had a delightful 
time, and I, as of course you read in the newspapers, took the first 
prize with my costume. And I may add [ partook of supper, an 
excellent supper well served, with a dashing young man got up as 
Mephistopheles, who however, at its finish rather spoilt himself 
over a gilt Jubilee sixpence. The best men, dears, don't wear 
fancy dress, 

Poor dear Billy as Little Jack Torner, brought his supper with 
him in the form of a giant Watling, and shared it with a little 
Bo Peep. who had left her sheep at home. 

—_————S— 


NICE FOR NUNKEY. 


“T say, Unele John, T wish you'd give mea penny ; father said 
you'd b: sure tu have some hot coppers, this morning.” 


/ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOUIDAY. 


ALTERED TIMES. 


ONE matter that’s altered atong witn scores of others is th 

hdd haigea! now of ae having set nights for seeing force 
wenty years ago the young swain’s week w i “ 

thingie in y  swain’s week was mapped out sume 
Monday night. —Boxing club, 7 till 10. Half 

weve y 7 g 7 alfpenny nap to fill 
Tuesday night —Two bobd's-worth at the Royal, and four three- 


lebone Hot Baths, with extra towel, 
a la mode beef banquet in Tichborne 


8. 
night.—AMELIA PRISCILLA to church. Cold joint 
supper with her family. 

—— and Wednesdays were the nights for playing Romeo ; 
your girl expected you—knew to the very clock-tick when you'd 
turn up, and all was gay. If you missed a night she worried, cried, 
and carried on, for ther we never told low, despicable lies about 
sitting up with a dying aunt at South Wimbledon. On the other 
hand, if you called on her on other nights of the week you wilfully 
upset her arrangements, and she didn’t hesitate about telling you 
80, She'd some ribbons to wash and iron out, some wool-work to 
do, or some raisins to stone fora pudding. In other words you 
were de trop, if you know what that means. No self-respecting 
sportsman would ever be de trop. : 

Then Sunday became unfashionable. The servant girls fixed on 
it, and it was awkward when Amelia Priscilla got to the gate at 
De wed ot the lane, blag ~~ ry rolatee to mect James Horace, 

o fin e young man from the er’s waiting there for Em 
the good old maid-of-all-work-and-a-bit-of-washing. "i 

Saturday went out of the schedule next. It was “ working man's 
night,” and no matter which place of amusement you went to you 
found them crowded, Horny-handed sons of toil, too—coves who 
had dined off onions and then filled up on beer—patronised the 
pit, and occasionally went to sleep on your shoulder. 

Then the early-closing ple grabbed hold of Thursday, and to 
sally forth in your best clothes on that night is to stamp yourself 
—unworthily enough in many instances—a shop boy at a cheap 
linendraper's. 

So it's baprened that every night is a courting night now, and 
the poor old best parlour sofa and the front gate have to carry 
more weight than a war elephant engaged in the small guns parcel- 
post, and work later than—than even a poor comic journalist ! 
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A DRAMA IN THREE ACTS. 


Act 3.—Larks, 


Act 2.—Recognition. 


Act 1.—The signal. 


SMART KID. 


Loy Rertie’s years are only ten, 
And yet his sense of humour's keen ; 
As witness his shrewd comment, when 
We gave him rhubarb pills yest’re’en. 


We made him gulp those pills—poor child !— 
Unheeding his pathetic pleading : 

And then our act he curtly styled 
A most rhu-barbarous procecding ! 


THE NEW TURN; OR, CORNERED AT 
CHRISTMAS. 


— oe 


It was no good at all. George might argue till all was blue—and 
he had been waiting and stamping in the snow at the trysting place 
xo long that his nose and fingers had already reached that hue—but 
Nelly wouldn't hear of it. 

That is to say, she wouldn't hear of her engagement to George 
Sativa & She had no quarrel with him, and was awfully cut up 
ubout it; but she was what novelists describe as “ adamant.” 

(As a matter of fact, she was nothing of the kind. She was 
simply as deliciously plump and as ravishingly cushiony a young 
person as ever man’s arms yearned to encircle as a permanency.) 

She had made up her mind that now pa had « ied of a broken 
heart because he had suddenly become poor, in consequence of 0 
slump in the City—she didn't inow what a “slump” was, but she 
dreamed of it every night—she wouldn't be a drag on George's 
advancement, aud sv she told him they'd better part—she didu't— 
kick—care—for him any longer, and that he was free. 

And when George took her hand and put his arm round her 
waist in an attempt to argue with her, she said he was toe free— 
insisted that all was over between them—tore herself from his 
embrace, rushed home, tlung herself upon her bed and proceeded 
tu have a good cry in the culd till der nose was blue, too, Not that 
she cared for that, it was a comfort to think that she and George 
had one thing iu common at least. : ; 

But it was not only the thought of George which distracted 
Nelly, as she lay damping her little handkerchiefs and the bed- 
clothes, Speculations as to how she, her mania, and younger 
sister were tu live vow past Was gone, without leaving anything 

. hod 
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rae _Sebind him, racked her between whiles and increased het 

The moment came, however, when she'd erie 
could manage for the time being, so she eeepht iL Nedlaind hr 
and dab her eyes with Eau de Cologne or something preparator 
to taking a cup of ter—chief refresher of the tortured sind, f 

Now, the bed that Nelly had flung herself upon was a very high 
bed, and Nelly was a rather short Nelly, on the whole. The 
consequence was that our heroine had to slide from this bed to the 
floor, In doing so on this occasion, her skirts clinging somewhat 
° ine covet, she ate: to the thoor a good deal in advance of 

em, displaying—as she saw in the pier-yhos: pains 
var vais tee iu the pier ate * opposite—consider- 
symmetry, clad in 
closely -fitting 
Diack, than) was 
usually on view 
beneath them. 

There was no- 
thing unusual to 
Nelly in the sight 
of this symmetry, 
of course. but 
something in the 
general = appear- ¥ 
ance of things 
suggested “tights” 
and “principal 
boys,” and Nelly 
was struck with 
an idea, 

The idea brought 
the ghost of 
smile to her lips, 
a little shame- 
faced pink to her 
cheeks, and oa 
sparkle of mild 
excitement to her 
eyes, 

“Dare 12° she murmured, below her breath, “Why nove | 
can pluy the banjo a deal better than a good many, I know. 
George always says I sing comic songs rippingly. I've got a decent 
voice, at anyrate, and I know a lot of step dances; and as for the 
Geue, style—haven't I belonged to a gymnasium for years? 
fother and Dot mustn't know, of course, Mother would die of 
shame ; but Jim once told me he could get me £2Ua week any day. 
Dare I, 1 wonder !” 

e 


ff 


Our hervine had to slide. 


a * * * e 

George was miserable. At first he had been angry, and held 
aloof “till the little dui¥er came to her senses.” But he'd got over 
that in a week or two, and was now miserable. He called at the 
house he knew so well, but he found Nelly, her mother, and sister 
had left the house and hadn't lett any address, Then George realised 
the danger of delay, and cursed his folly for not calling sooner. 
He at once embarked upon an active and exhaustive search for the 
missing family. He'd been at it now for a couple of months or 80, 
and he was no nearer his object than when he started. 

‘As I have said, he was miserable ; so miserable that he spent 
every evening at a theatre or a music-hall, a bachelor dinner-party 
or 8 married tea-tight, and altogether had a real jolly time of it, 
with an occasional five-bob fine thrown in, 

lt was Christmas week—Monday—and he felt a trifle more 
miserable than ever amid the signs of general rejoicing. He turned 
into the Shivoli Theatre of Varieties just to sample the new 
Christmas bill. There was some talk of a new singer of exceptional 
attraction (you know all about it, you knowing dog of x reader | 
but he didn't) ; but that didn’t interest him much, He'd seen 80 
many exceptionally clever new singers, and most of those who had 
not been old to begin with, selduin lasted long enough to be old 
singers 

However, when the new turn came on, she did stir him a little at 
first. It was a smart, trim-figured little woman d as a boy iu 
an effective costume of scarict and white, whose very appearance 
earned her an encouraging round of applause. George started up 
in his seat and stared. 

“Great Scot! how like!” he muttered, almost aloud ; “but 
pooh! it can’t be; Nelly'd never rig herself out like that! The 
girl's running in my head, that’s what it is.” 

But he wasn’t easy in his mind ; the likeness kept growing upon 
him all the time, and when she returned (after gaining thunders of 
applause for the rattling performance of an audacious dance), 
began to sing her second sony, every doubt vanished—the song 
was hia own, he'd written it fur her long ago for a ioke, and Nelly 
herself had set it to music. 

He was free of the hall as an old pressman and pal of the 
manager, and no sooner was the song tinished than he dashed 
behind the scenes and caught her just as she came off from her 
second call. . 

She was taken by surprise, so she had no time to pretend any- 
thing, but just flung out her hands to him, cried, “ Oh, George!" 
and joked just as glad as she really was. The fact is, she had 
xrown woefully tired of the separation, and was just longing for a 
sight of him. m 

Presently she grew calm enouzh to remember the situation, 

ne But whatever must you think of me, George, seeing me like 
this?” 

“Well, I've seen a good deal of you, dear, first and last, but 
never quite so—" 


“George, don't! You're horrid! But don't think badly of me, 


Canzht her just as she came off, 


T had to do something for ma amt Dot, and this came so easy, and 
our friend, Jim Gregory, is an agent, you know, and got me on at 
once, Butimaand Dot mustn't know anything about it ; promise 
me you won't tell; they think 1] do something fora morning paper 
nud have to be at the office every evening ; promise you won t tell 
her you've seen me like this?” 
“Well, as to that,” said George, slowly. “how do we stand 

There's to be no more talk about breaking it off ; you're goiug t 


marry me?” aoe 
“TL suppose T shall have to,” said Nelly. demurely ; “ you have 


me in your power, You'ce seen too much {” 
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SWINE’S NEW TONIC. 


Te brow N, 


(1) “ Pit plenty in, Elder; the auld wretch wants about five gallons, I should think,” said McSwine, (2) And continued later—“ Mind yer eye, Elder! The heathen’s had ower mach this time.” 


MISTLETOE MISSES. A TRIFLE TOO DEMONSTRATIVE. 
By our SPooNeY POET, STRICTLY LEGAL. 
No. 1, 


“Has that dog I gave you become attached to 
you yet?” “Rather, old man; 1 sometimes thiuk 
he'll never leave hold,” 


THE NEWEST B(ICE)YCLE. 


) 

Lovely maiden, lips like cherries ; 
Coy resistance, long drawn kiss. 
Blessings on the bough that gives us 

Annual licence such as this, 


(ILLUMINATIONS AT THE MILDEWERIES. 


ty ly 


‘ Why does “ALLY SLOPER's CHRISTMAS HOLI- 
} DAYs ” surpass its former triumphs and chip corners t 
f . ff all the other Christmas Publications? Simply “ Any dances to spare, Miss Catch?” “ Only a residuary interest in the seventh waltz, ice in the coming winter, and one which, amoug 


“Now, brother cyclists. here's a suggestion for the 


use the unadulterated genius and talent of the 


nation has been turned on to it. and a reversion in the third supper dance, I'm afraid.” other things, will give that poor punctured tyre # 


chunce of retaliating.” 


NO MATTER FOR CONGRATULATION. ECHOES FROM THE “FRIV.” THE RISING GENERATION AGAIN. 


, 
\\\ 
a\yt 
e\\\ \ 
NY \ 
Ne 
‘ See. The acne rent down to your : tor’ 
re at a tremendous lick ! “You're a silly goose, and [aint a-goin’ to have : . ie (offeri: i tte te hag sisters 
; Gluckstein, Yes, d——n'em, they did! no truck with you.” “ All right, duckie, suppose We “ Let me give youn kiss, Bessie?” “ Likely ! war el: try one! They won't mabe 
1 made noddings at all out of it! sell the truck, and serve from the can.” You'll want to take it back again directly.” you sick, Why, a kid could smoke ‘em! 
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A -“eussworel "7 Welsh. Seabtle. Showers: : 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


A canting mendicant this, who Is very easily seen through :—A triumph it has proved to be, Which crowded houses flock to see:—A few of this sort could 
not fuil To cause the stoutest heart to quail :—Of course events may turn out right, But what if Bruin tries to bite ?—Most gracefully, the students say, Sir 
Ldwurd gave the things away :—His new sonata met with quite A great reception t'other night :—The country dealers came in force To sce the Cattle Show, 

of cowse.——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


*,* Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photo. 
graphs from those of her JSriends whose portraits 
hue not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS, 


“I'm ao excruciatingly happy, dearest; only TI wish you would 
keep that frizzle out of my eye.” “Soam I, awfully; but 1 do object 
to your moustache tickling my nose,” 


Patient (pathetically), Don't chuck it away, Mr, Dentist, the 
missus is hard up fur clothes’ pega, 
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No. 473.—Miss LILtaANn WATSON, 


“Tam a-hungered for her love, which can alone 
Appease me!” —The Dook Snook, 


“Thy face is near me in my dreams!" —Lord Bub, ec 7 : ae ite 
“But he’s such a fool, consider well before you marry him.” “ Unquenchable passion intlameth my heart!” “Gott in himmel! Zomebody has make mine bipe into a bloomin 
“DP have, and find he's perfectly harmless,” —The Mon, Billy, lifth of November, 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—S 

Ky-y1nn friends, the Ancient and Moss Encrusted thanks you. 
The success of his “CHuistMas HoLipays" has exceeded his 
wildest expecta- 
tions, By noon 
on the day after 
publication every 
copy had_ been 
disposed of, and 
our machines 
were thundering 
away to supply 
the furious de- 
mands of the dis- 
appointed ones, 
But still they 
come; and not 
till every man 
woman and child 
in the realin re- 
joices in our 
glorious two- 
pennyworth — of 
sensonable fun, 
will our mission 
be accomplished. 


s 

Goon. old 
Charles R. Brigh- 
ten, general man- 
ager of the 
Black pool Winter 
Gardens, informs 
ua that they are re-decorating the entire show; in fact, they're 
a-Brighten-ing of it up, as Aunt Geeser would say. 


s 
ALLY has just received a photographic Christmas card bought in 
Cape Town, which shows the widespread popularity uf the 
“HaLF-UN.” 1t represents a black boy with a copy of “SLOPER” 
in his hand, simply shrieking with laughter, and = the words, 
“Wishing you a Happy Christinas,” underneath, The exhibition 
of Sambo's ivories alone would make the mouth of any Londoa 
dentist water for a week, ee 
s 


Mr. E. Luoyp Jones, of Brookland's School, Sale, has been 
lecturing on W. G, Baxter and his work, Mr, Jones writes us that 

vor Baster was a pupil of his from his very earliest years, The 
¥.O.M. can well understand the master taking such a lively 
interest in the brilliant work of the tiny bov he used to teach. 


> 

A. SLOPER founa the gorgeous, caragon packed, when he paid a 
fong-delayed visit the other night to that mouarch of East-End 
music-halls, And such 
A progranime, too! but 
space, alas, forbids us 
to enumerate one-half 
the attractions, Men- 
tion must be made, 
however, of the dainty 
Ada Dell, who forms 
the subject of our illus- 
tration, She is a 
charming dancer and, 
undoubtedly, a_ big 
favourite. Servais Le 
Roy's conjuring and 
illusions, Ierr 
Cronow's — wonderful 
impersonations, John 
Lawson's stirring 
sketch JIumanity, and 
Marie Kendall with a 
very taking sony, 
“Who's he, 1 should 
like to know?” were 
among the other most 
warmly appreciated 
items. os 


Messrs. MARCUS 
Warp & Co, have pro- 
duced some charming 
novelties in Christiyns 
cards, calendars, book- 
lets, pocket cages, and other similar goods, for which they bear so 
high-class a reputation. For seasonable gifts, home decorations, 
and office and business use, the famous firm have a huge variety 
of useful and artistic wares. *° 


THE Age-Worn Ruin has this day conferred the “ Award of 
Merit" upon WALTER Victor LYNN, because he's a chip of the 
old block, “Which is, feyther,” shrieked the Azure-Eyed. “the 
‘igheat form of praise. Dr. Lynn was the founder of the Heegip- 
shin "All, and one o’ the world’s most famous conjurers, and ‘is 
con Walter takes arfter ‘im. The hupper euccles is very sweet on 
‘im, ‘cos, besides bein’ n refined and talented performer, he's like- 
wise the puftick gent, which is more, Old "Un, than anyone could 
ever say of y——" And then—but no, we will not, cannot dwell 
upon the horrors of the Agéd’s vengeance. 


To avoid any misunderstanding. the Christmas Waits would be 
wise in keeping clear of Battersea. The Old 'Un's boots have recently 
been clumped. o* 


InsEN is once more to the front. The warm reception of his 
Little Hyolf has resulted in its appearance in the evening bill at 
’ the Avenue, where it 
should enjoy a tolerable 
spell of favour, Miss 
Klizabeth Robins has been 
identified with most pro- 
ductions of the Norwegian 
dramatist, but it is, we 
think, Mrs, Patrick Camp- 
bell's first appearance in a 
work from his pen, and 
ders attention attaches, 
therefore, to her artistic 
impersonntion of Tita 
Allmers. ¢ « 
s 


oa 


Tne Fourth Anniver- 
rary of the opening of the 
Palace Theatre was cele- 
brated on the 10th inst. 
with great rejoicing, 1 
monster programme, and 
an extended licence. 
Right well does the prince 
and veteran of music-hall 
managers, Mr. Charles 
Morton, deserve the con- 
gratulations that were 
heaped upon him. The 
‘ grand Christmas bill, 
which commences on 
Monday the 2tst, contains heaps of old favourites, and a pleasing 
sprinkling of new attractions. »¢ « 

s 


CunistMAs Hampers for Mildew Court should not contain 
defunce cats this year. The wheeze is out of date. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SOMETHING LIKE A LOVER! 


[Saturday, December 19, 1596 
HE FAIRLY KNOCKED ‘Ey 


1) Mrs. Bloggs (calling from above), 


What's that smell of burning, Jemima? — to-night. 


—— 


TO ALADDIN AT THE “LANE.” 


A Lerrer or THANKS, DICTATED BY THE MALE INFANT. 
or TO-DAY. 


DFAR Miss Ada Blanche. I'm w'iting, 
Or, I'm detting Nurse to w’ite, 

Jus’ to say it’s most essiting, 
‘Ticipating Bossing Night. 

Aunt has promised that she'll take me, 
An'a suit she’s gone to git, 

What a tailor had to make me. 
(Hope it is a decent fit). 


Why, Miss Blanche, I'm so essited 
1x, ‘cos ‘oo is playing Boy. 

Dada, too, is kite delighted— 
Girls as Boys is Dada's joy ! 

Me has got zor photo, Ada— 
Baby says it’s “ pitty fick.” 

Ah, Miss Ada Blanche, 'oo made 
Wight down jolly ripping Dick! 

Nurse has read “ Aladdin” to me 
From a coloured picture-book ; 

Sut no frill of joy goes froo me, 
When I on its pages look. 

Dere, Aladdin is no ripper 
Of a girl in boo'ful tights, 

But a skinny ickle nipper, 
Most unloowering of sights! 


I've a fwend ‘oo’s name is Billy, 
An’ he says these Panto chaps 
Should be boys; but he's a silly— 
Can't det on wiv girls, st 

Give me Ada Blanche as Crusoe, 
Dick, Aladdin, and the rest ! 

Aw’ I know I'm wight to choose so, 
*Cos my Dada likes ‘oo best ! 


Aunt was dettin’ circles for us ; 
Lut that wouldn't do at all. 
Looking on from dere tould bore us— 
J, at least, must have a stall. 
Dere 'oo'll find me, pitty tweasure, 
Dere wiv all the other men, 
If ‘oo'd give me esstra pleasure, 
Smiie upon me now and then, 


RUDE BOY! 


“D'jeer, missus, get up an’ run fer yer life! there’s a Bobby 
comin’, an’ it’s forty shillin’s or a mo’ fer slidin’ in th’ street!” 


ENGLISH UNDEFILED. 


Atv the unmnistakeable “tootle-tootle” of a horn, the young 
foverness—a demure and pretty girl she was—at Lord M unkham- 
dummit’s put down the utiful rosy apple she had only just 
bitten and ran to the garden gate to see the London conch roll by. 
Five minutes later, when the yellow wheels disappeared in the 
distance and the young lady returned to the garden seat, the apple 
had disappeared also—and so had the stable-boy who had 
previously n hanging about. 

“What became of that apple, Govbins?" she asked of an oli 
gardener. 

“Why, young Jim, the stable-boy swiped it, miss,” he replied. 

“Swiped it? 1 don't understand you?” shesaid, witha surprised 
intlection in her voice. 

* Don’t you? I mean I ‘piped’ him awipe it.” 

“But what do you mean by ‘swiped’ it /” 

“Why, that he ‘ pinched’ it!” 

“But why ‘pinch’ it?” 

“Oh, well, gonophed it, if you like that better!” 

“Really, Gobbins, I'm afraid you've been drinking. Now tell 
me clearly what became of that apple?” 

“T told yer! Young Jim comed along an’ lifted it, or as yon may 
say bagged it, or p’r'aps you'd say he nabbed it, or nicked it, any 
way he's gorged it an’ | can’t speak no plainer ’n that!” 

nd that night he and the coachman discussed the pity of Lady 
Mankhamdummit engaging a governess who wasn't conversant 
with her native language, 


(2) Jemima’s Young Man (from below), 1 
expect it’s me, mum, My heart's fairly on tire 


: “ ‘Ow do, cockie? Don't stop me 
‘cos I'm in my hevening dress and 
jus’ horf to the hopera.” 


——— 


A NARROW ESCAPE. 


THE morning was bri, ue Sah and frosty. 


Th i 
sparkled brilliantly in the a lor ibe 


ght of the winter's sun, the hard, 
frozen ground rang merrily be. 
neath the tread. A typical, old. 
fashioned Christmas.-cardy, treat-tu. 
be-alive sort of day, and yet 
Algernon Percy Fitz-Whiflleton was 
not happy. 

But why this depression on the 
part of Algernon Percy! The 
answer to this is soon given, Ile 
was going skating. 

Now, at first blush this+ may 
appear a very inadequate cause of 
ave ; in fact, to the average 
intelligence it would seem as 
though Mr, Fitz-Whiftleton should 
have been more delighted than 
otherwise. But he wasn't, bles 
you, and for a very simple reason 
—he couldn't skate for nuts, 

It_ was ly very, very awk. 
ward. You see, he was one of the 
fair Miss Beatrice Lottercash’s 

most favoured admirers; there was only one other rival who 
threatened serious danger, and that was Arthur Checkleton. but 
Checkleton it was who put him in his t plight. Didn't 
he pony d bring up the subject of skating on purpose to bra; 
of his own powers? And when Beatrice Lottercash had Social 
her passionate admiration for the graceful art, was it to be 
wondered at that Algernon Percy enlarged a little upon Ais 
mastery of the outside edge? The weather was mild and open 
ot ears was little prospect of a frost before the house party 
roke up. 

But, as if Algv’s evil genius had at once got to work, the very 
next day saw a fallin the mercury. Down and down it went, and 
harder and harder grew the ice; and, now, here was Alzy, the 
hateful Arthur Checkleton, and the beauteous Beatrice bound for 
the well-swept lake that lay at the further end of the park. ; 

Well might Algy wish the und would swallow him. His 
deceit must come out now, Checkleton would be triumphant, 
Beatrice would rightly scorn him, his chance would be queered fur 
ever. Madman, fool, and idiot that he had been! Why, oh, why 
had he ever lied? A thousand maledictions upon the unexvected 
pest that had wrought his ruin ! : 

But escape was hopeless, now. In grim despair he assisted 
Beatrice on with her skates, and then turned an envious glance 
towards his hated rival, who was already gracefully gliding 
towards the other side of the lake. With an exclamation of 
admiration Beatrice prepares to join him, when suddenly the 
ominous sound of cracking ice falls =e the ears. A startled cry 
from Arthur, and the next moment his figure disappears. _ 

Oh, no, he wasn’t drowned! Algy managed to rescue him, and 
such bravery did he coer oe Beatrice was lost in admiration: 
And whilst the wretched Arthur was speeding home in his cling: 
bes clothes, Algy seized his opportunity, and Beatrice answered 

es. 

And next day came a thaw! 


————— 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY WEATHER CHART. 
*.* ALL PROPHECIES GUARANTEED BY THE MEETYERINSHOE- 
LANEOLOGICAL OFFICE. 


1 just an 
aking # 


The next seven days will be bitterly cold and stormy, will 
occasional one (hot with lemon, please) to prevent you t 
chill, Cough-drops should be sucked all day long. 
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BEZER. 


CHAPTER VIIL. 


sad, sad man when he left the precincts of that 
Rng He had had a century of experience of the world, 
Vit that experience had up till then not included a conviction for 
preach of any of his country’s laws, and he felt that the renewal of 
his youth tothat extent at least a mistake. Nor was Bezer 
itisfied that he had got justice. He knew the extent of the 
vriginal crime which had led him into trouble—an innocent wink 
at . yellow-haired female, and he considered that the gallant who 
had so violently resented the innocent familiarity should have 
shared in the punishment meted out for the subsequent 
aggravations which had surrounded the initial offence. 
“a exer determined to be more cautious in the future, and he 
resolved that nothing would tempt him to take part in a breach of 
the peace if he could help it. This sensible resolution came in 
cood time, for it sustained him admirably when a particularly grim 
juoking female accosted him as he left the court. 


| 


The grim looking female wore a ter- 
ribly black bonnet, a terribly black frock, 
and a terribly black frown cast a shadow 
of gloom over a not particularly pleasing 
countenance. 

“Young man,” said the severe female, 
“you are on the b Ve 

Bezer smiled a sickly smile, and 
attempted to pass the female. The fact 
that she got in front of him without 
much exertion was a palpable contra- 
diction to her assertion regarding the f 
width of the road, but Beezr did not «young man, do not jest.” 
point out the fact. 

“Tt is sad to see n young man like = in such a diagraceful 
plight,” eaid the well intentioned female. “Come with me,” she 
continued, as she reized the resisting hand of Bezer and led him 
towards a singularly dark and forbidding looking stair up which 
she plodded, hauling the veteran youth behind her. 

“Young man, enter there, where there is refreshment for the 
body and for the mind,” said the woman. 

The refreshment for the body smelt like inferior coffee—that for 
the mind was evidently to come from the lips of a tall dark man 
who was in dark-coloured raiment like the female who had 
captured Bezer at the exit of the court-house, 

“Yon are welcome, young man,” said the tall man, as his guide 
handed Bezer acup of the cheap coffee. “ We think it a melancholy 
duty to offer some refreshment to young people while the feeling 
of disgrace through which they have passed is still strong upon 
them, and to speak some words of wisdum to lead them into 
better ways.” 

Bezer bowed his head with becoming reverence, and his advisers 
were eacctra pte to proceed as Bezer sipped his coffee. 
-“Fancy what your poor mother will think should this 
disgraceful incident in your career come to her knowledge.” 

* Mother's dead,” said Bezer, in a choking voice, due to some of 
the coffee having gone the wrong way. 

“Your emotion does you credit,” said the good man. “It is, 
doubtless, not long since she passed away,” he added. 

“Kighty-two years since,” said Bezer. 

“Young man, do not jest,” said the good man. 

“He is hardened in the outer darkness,” remarked the dismal 
looking female, with a sniff. 
if “I do uot jest,” said Bezer, “I was twenty years of age at the 

ime, i} 


“Young man, your levity is shocking. We are speaking tor your 
good and you insult us by saying your mother diced eighty years 
before you conld be burn.” 

“But 1 am telling the truth,” said Bezer, 

P bal is drink-sodden brain is on fire—he is insane,” said the 
lemale. 

“He looks calm,” said the good man ina pained tone. “Tam 
afraid it would not be right to let him go abroad while he suffered 
such delusions. Calla policeman, sister Jane!” 

“Oh! no! no!” said Bezer, hastily, who feared another interview 
with a policeman soearly. “I was only joking. It was very bad 
taste to oe with you, ladmit. Permit me to hand you a sovereign 
for the benefit of the niggers, or your socicty, or anything,” said 
Rezer nx he scrambled towards the door. 

“Vy erily, he _ is softened,” said the female ; “he has contributed to 
our funds,” she added as Bezer clamped down stairs, 

(Zo be continued next week.) 
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PROOF ENOUGH TO HANG HIM, 


“ Parblen! You sa 
How do you kuow!’ 
Colonel.” 


the prisoner is an English spy, Sergeant. 
“ Because we found a spy-glass on him, 


—_—~-—__—— 


SLY, DEVILISH SLY! 
Mis Girl, And wow that I've given you permission, where are 
you going to kiss me? 

Her Mash (witha vicia recollection of the number of pickled 
—— she had consumed at supper), Why, on the cheek, of 
Hia Girl (with evident disappointment). Why not on the lips? 
Hler Mash (ith grand pes aien of mind Why. if I kissed 
you on the lips I ‘should only get one, but by choosing the 
cheeks I get two, [And all went merry asa marriage bell. 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX, 


as 
West HAMPSTEAD, N.W., December 7th, 18%, 
Dear Sin.—Allow me to thank you for the very handsome 
“ Award of Merit” you have so kindly sent me. It shall have the 
place. of honour in my study, With heartiest good wishes for the 
continued prosperity of “ ALLY SLopER,” I am, dear sir, yours 
faithfully, J. STEPHENSON HARRIFON, 
(Pen name, * Stephen Somerset,” author of “The 
Mau from Juhaunesburg,” ete., ete.) 


FARES WOT I'VE DROVE. 
(THE CONFIDENCES OF BADGE 00,951.) 
( Continued.) 

“ JOKES, guv'nor? Io. yus! I've ‘ad no end on ‘em played orf on 
me one time and another, though blest if I could see where the 
laugh came in in some on ‘em, and that’s the truth. If wastin’ two 
or three horra of a hardworkin’ chap's time, which is as good as 
money to im, is partikler funny—well, 1 cvn't see it myself, that's 
all! It may ‘ave its humorous aspeck, l'll allow; but it don't 
appeal to me! 

“I wos a-crawlin’ through Russil Square one mornin’, when I 
sees a youngish gent beckonin’ to me from the steps of oue of the 
‘ouses, I nips up to ‘iin in 9 jiffy, and ‘e comes down the steps; 
but instead of gettin’ in, ‘e ‘ands me a letter with an address at 
Brixton, and tells me ‘e wants it delivered as fast as 1 can drive, 
*T've asked ‘em to pay you five shillin’s on delivery,’ ses ‘e, ‘and an 
extra bob if you're there within three-quarters of an hour.’ 

“Well, guv'nor, I takes the letter, touches me ‘at, gives the mare 
the offis and orf we goes. Of course, the distance worn’t nothin’ 
to ‘er, it was the traffic as lorst ua time ; but soon as we got clear 
o’ that. she spun along like the true little game ‘un she wos, 
Well, after some little bother, I finds the ‘ouse with just a minnit 
to spare, ‘ops orf me perch and gives ‘em a rouser on the knocker. 
Presently a smartish servant gal throws open the door, and wants 
to know wot I means by kickin’ up sich a row? ‘ Don't you take 
on about that, my dear, ses J, ‘or you'll spoil yer pretty tice with 
that ‘ere frown before yer nex’ Sunday out, and then ver young 
man won't ‘ave nothin’ to say to yer. Just you take this ’ere docky- 
ment to yer marater, and tell ‘im as I'm waitin’ ‘ere for a anser.’ 
Orf she goes, and in about a couple o' minnits ont comes a big 
savage-visaged gent ‘oldin’ a letter in ‘is ‘and, and lookin’ very red 
and chokey. 

“*Look ‘ere, my man,’ ses ‘e, short and fierce like, ‘what the 
devil's the meanin’ of this foolery, eh?’ 

“*Wot foolery ?’ sea I. 

“*W'y this foolery,’ sca 'e, tappin’ the letter. ‘Wot do you 
mean by bringing a thing like this toa gentleman's house, eh!’ 

“*Wot's wrong with it?’ I asks, beginnin’ to cop the spike a 
hit. ‘1 dunno more about it than that a gent giv it me for you, so 
I'll take my five shillin’s accordin’ to arrangement, and you can 
keep the extry bob and buy yourself a clean collar with it. 

“You impertinent blaggard !' xes ‘e. blazing up like a 
‘a‘porth o° shavin's; ‘wot d’yer mean by sich impudence, eh? 
I've a very t mind to carry out the instructions in this letter, 
and if I only knew the name of the rascal that wrote it I'd serve 
‘im the same too.’ 

“¢ Don't you know ‘im, then ?’ ges I, beginning to feel a bit puzzled, 

«Ere, take this and read it for yourself,’ ses 'e, shovin' the letter 
into my ‘and, Wot d'yer think it said? 

“Dear Sir.—Kindly oblige a total stranger to you by kicking 
the bearer down your steps. Thanking you in anticipation. 

“Yours, etc., “ NEMO,” 
(Te be continued next week.) 
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GIRLS UNCLE BOFFIN'S ADVISED 


Uncle told her that oat eer she'd make a scrumptious 
Columbine, and very possibly it might end in her marrying the 
clown; but he hardly thought it the life for a young lady residing 
with her pa and ma in Bayswater. 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. TWOPENCE. 


ALLY SLOPER'S CARISTINAS HOLIDAYS. 


Amongst heaps of good things will be found 
A Large Plate by W. F. THoMAs, 


“ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS BALL.” 


A Full Page by Hau LUDLOW, 
**BOXING NIGHT AT THE ‘FRIV.'’’ 


A Sensational Story by STEPHEN SOMERSET, 
“THE PARK LANE TRAGEDY.” 
A Large Cartoon by W. F. Tuomas, 
“ Ally’s Christmas Stockings.” 
A Comic Song by Mostyn T. PicoTt, 
‘6A COSTER’S CHRISTMAS CAROL.” 


And dozens of other Festive Pictures and Storics. 


OUR LADY'S CORNER. 
ConpucteD BY Lapy Dowby. 
= 

BEREAVED.—So sorry to hear you have lost your dear Fido. | It 
must, indeed, have been terribly distressing. I should not think 
of purchasing another just yet, if ] were you, Owing to the pre- 
dilections of the Duchess of York, pet dogs are rapidly going out 
of favour, and babies are becoming ull the rage. f you have not 
got one of your own, you can easily hire one for two or three 
hours every day. They are very easily obtained. A blue-eyed babe 
with golden hair (toupées of all hues are to he obtained. ut 
Chevrette's, the well-known hair-dressers), attired in a pink 
* Liberty "silk frock, tied up with light blue ribbons, and sucking 
a cream-coloured india-rubber teat, is considered very chic 
indeed, 
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HE'D BEEN THERE GEFORE. 


Viear's Daughter, 1 hope we shall see you at our church bazaar, 
Mr. Punter. 

He, Vm afraid not, Miss Gladys ; if I must be robbed, I prefer a 
racecourse for the operation. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


THE Fossil’s idea of “ good taste”: The taste of “ Unsweetened.” 

Wuy is Rontgen like » man who cannot write?) Because he has 
made his mark with an “ X." 

No need to “ put your shoulder to the wheel" nowadays. The 
scorcher will put the wheel to your shoulder, 

Down-sTAnes : The glances of a stripling at his incipient mous- 
tache in the mirror, 

——= 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS. 
No. 25.— THe Worknovge WassalL. 

(The prohthitors of the panpers’ Christmas beer are on the annual warpith 
again. In one parish, where last year one of the Guardians played the cowl 
Samaritan at his own expense, his fellows have been endeavouring to preveut 
a repetition of such generusity.— Vide Newspapers.) 

Lay in, lay in, good Guardian 
Your stock of coal and wood ; 

For an atmosphere of warmthsome cheer 
Iu the Christmas-time is good. 

When the Yuletide-blaze on your features plays 
Till your face is a noonday sun, 

Let your heart be as warm as your outward form 
With the pride of a duty done. 

You have stamped your heel on a vile offence 
That would rob the ratepayers much ; 

You have gripped the bag of the paupers’ pence 

: _ _, With a Judas Iscariot’s clutch ! 

What right has the impudent pauper to a whiff of the weed 
or two 
What ent to — Sandy McTavish would call “a wee sneeshin’ * 


the noo 
What right has the penntiess pauper on wassail of Yule to regzle ? 
What right the preposterous pauper to a pen‘urth of porter or ale? 


Lay in, lay in, good Guardian, 
Good store of the gay Moselle ; 
And say to your guest, as he driuks with zest, 
How you managed your duty well. 
‘Twas denied to you, in these days, to do 
As the elder-time Bumble could ; 
But you wrought with zeal for the ratepayers’ weal. 
And you compassed your tithe of good, 
Tell it with zest to your Christmas cuest, 
As his glass with your own you clink, 
That you banned the boon from the pauper loon 
Of a quantum of Christmas drink ! 
Tle's a grub-grabbing knave, is the pauper ; but somo victuals to 
him you must give ; , ; 
A pets scamp is the pauper ; yet you're bound to allow him 
to live 
He is fat with much feeding, the pauper; but your firmness, O 
Guardian, we cheer— ‘ , 
You have baulked the pinguidinous pauper of his peu'urth of 
Christmas-time beer ! 
® Suecshin'—A pinch of snuff. 
— | 


THE SLOPER RELICS. 
(Continued, ) 
No. 30.—Luwe or Ice, Pot or Bran's Grease. AND A Rep 
HERRING, PRESENTED BY Dr. NANSEN. 


1 REN 1, 


/ 
_— alias “KN Wl Kt 


= Nan = OWN 
SPAR T OWL AR . 


The power of congelation in the region of the North Pole is 
something astonishing. No svoner did A. SLOPER place the lune 
of ice amongst the other Relics than the staff had to take to fur 
lined coats with the collars up and wear their hats indoors, So he 
took it home and boiled it, but it only i the fire out; then he 
baked it in the oven, and Mra, Sloper hasn't got any heat out 
of that oven since. He therefore took it back to the Sloperies, 
turned on perpetual hot drinks from the Sloper Armes, urged the 
staf! to remember what an advantage it would be in the dog days, 
and advised them in the meantime to try and not think about it. 
The chief cashier said that's all very well, but how was he to 
forget it with an extensively frozen nose, At this the Eminent 
lost patience, and told him to use a nose-bag. There is none of 
your pig's lard about the bear's grease, A. SLOPER has tried it 
on hia three hairs with wonderful results. For cooking MIrposes 
it iv invaluable; 9 small portion placed in’ thin neck-of-mutton 
broth turns that article into rich hare soup ina twinkle, There 
was originally a brace of red herrings, After having one for his 
tea A. SLoPER had the grandest thirst on him he has ever kuown, 
and, moreover, it has never left him. 

(Zo be continucd\, 
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THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 4 


Husband, No more whisky left? That's awful! ryoof ! 
ib Don't be cross, dazling! Mother had the “I'm thinking of going in for foot- ly you can’t prefer him to me ? 
last drop this morning ys thought she dropped in nmol?” “Judging from your build I say, sity batt eee 
‘ us . © gume ing your ou silly, silly ; but t 
here too often. - ” should say halfback, old chap.” of pockst-money he gets! whet 
No. 460.—Mu. Harry Liypo. F.O.S. 
AND A MINUTE TO RUN, OVERHEARD AT THE 


“Though the name of the gentleman who this 
week graces our peg eg carry little significance 
to London readers, to the inhabitants of Devonport 
and the surrounding district it is almost a house- 
hold word, For as Leno, E or 
Gus Elen are to the Londoner, so is our hero to the 
Devonportians, Though Metropolitan rs 
have gone on their knees and made him fabulous 
offera, though London syndicates have tempted 
him with untold gould, he has scorned their advances 
and remained true to the town in which his reputa- 
tion has been won. Chiefly because he's Devon- 
port's local comedian he was created F.O.S., and 
the reg oad Award of Merit’ presented to him 
October 17th, 1896."—Debrett Improved, 


A MISUNDERSTANDING. 


The Hon. Percy Rankin. i'm! no I haven't got a man to see between the acts! 
Lady Alljly. Of course not, they have no spirit licence here, 


e 1 ES 
SAAl= Dy -w} 


Little “ Have you come ont to get the air, Miss 


(fo champion strong man). — aneler?™ “To try, Mr. Bankley. 


Fe ete Yes Pesan os Green was the best artist Tie L Pi 
ja town ever turned out. ve Living Picture, Oh! lor, there's a flea Please, sir, [ve brought your 200 Ibs, dumb- 
Nabbs, What did the town turn him out for? biting my back. bell ; farver couldn't ana "jsself, [But the heir was not so easily caugit. 


THE RUMFOOZLERS’ CLUB: ITS MEMBERS, ITS INFLUENCE, ITS ATTENDANTS AND ITS BYE-LAWS. 
No, 8.—A “FRIV."’ NIGHT, 


~ 


= 
~ 


The Ladica’ Night \nst week at the Club was an In fact, Tottie Goodenon i i ing 
’ gh ob- And the dear girls were so nice !—smoked cigarettes, nd when the time came for breakin 
ee oo A. SLOPER was great, Jove! how served that she never saw such and even cigars, and put away the champagne like any- Ee eshly voved that everything hal 
a ieriv.” ‘at men sure! The guests were entirely an imposing array of shirtfronta thing. And then they had games: honey-pota, puss-in- gone off most delightfully, with om 
can v.” gi iid’ lear young friends of the Eminent, on_ legs. nd Enery, the head — the-corner, kixs-in-the-ring, hunt-the-slipper—a dear little _ trifling exception, i.”., when Mawker, the 
et il = A A them dadda, uncle, pa, pet, darling, waiter, grew quite facetious in eatin one pertaining to Lardi Longsox, which the Rev. youngest member, wanted to fight Enery 
tt -F OM” = og like. It was a proud moment for the supper's early stages, stuck a = Samuel Kyppah, the Club Chaplain, kissed rapturously — because he swore he distinctly saw hin- 
~ Aes he . when they arrived, and he had to — turnip camellia in his button. — every time he captured it. Later on four of the girla wink at Nellie Hikiks. He did not say + 
” roduce t © members in the hall. They were all hole and divided his time be- and four members performed a quadrille fantastique,and distinctly, as he was rather more drnnk 
; wre wee ne them, many of the men shaving their — tween blanidly smiling at the fair A. SLOPER gave his celebrated frog-dance amonget. the = than Enery. But when A. SLoPil 
a tcegtae for we oceasion, and all of ‘em in clean guests and ordering the other —jlasees on the table. After he had amashed ‘em all he — arrived home and Mrs. 8. spotted the 
vllars, cuffs, and expansive shirt fronts, waiters about. honestly declared that he was a little out of practice, powder all over his coat, well—!! 
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